ASSASSINATION
of his colonels, Sir Thomas Fryer, a small man, came up to speak to him and the Duke stopped to listen. Felton who was waiting behind the curtain, seized his opportunity and drove his knife with terrible force through Buckingham's left shoulder, piercing his heart. The Duke had just enough energy left to pull out the knife and lay his hand on his sword, crying, 'The villain hath killed me9, before he staggered against a table and, the blood gushing forth from his nose and mouth, sank heavily to the ground. At first his companions thought it was a stroke of apoplexy, but soon they perceived that the great Duke was dead.1 Only three days ago he had celebrated his thirty-skth birthday.
A scene of indescribable tumult followed; there were shouts and cries and lamentings, says Carleton, every man drawing his sword to slay the murderer and none knowing where to find him. Thinking that the excited gesticulations of Soubise and his friends had been threats, some set up cries of CA Frenchman! A Frenchman!' and Felton, thinking he heard his own name pronounced, stepped forward calmly saying, 'Here I am'.2 He could easily have escaped in the general tumult, but, proud of his deed, scorned such cowardice. He was saved from the fury of the crowd by Carleton and a few others who took him prisoner to be conveyed to London.
A more piteous scene was being enacted in the house itself. The body of the Duke had been carried on to a table, in the hall, and then deserted. There was not,5 says Wotton, fia living creature in either of the chambers, no more than if it had lain in the sands of Ethiopia.'* But the silence was soon rent by the most distracted shrieks from the gallery overhead. Lady Anglesea, Buckingham's
i WOTTON, 'Life and Death of George VilHers', Harleian Miscellany, V, p. 320; ELLIS, Original Letters, Series I, vol. m, p. 261.
* WOTTON, 'Life and Death of George VillierV, Harleian MisceUany, v, p. 320.
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